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In the desolate ruins of the global nuclear war, signs of life had finally 
begun to stir. Those who were hardy—or lucky—enough to live had picked 
their ways through the smoldering rubble to form small, tribal groups. Without 
the benefits of gas or electricity, they clawed after the few remaining sources 
of food and energy. Some of these groups lived in primitive harmony. Others 
clung to survival by forming towns, where law and order were nothing but 


hollow words from a distant past, and savage violence was a way of life. 
It was during this time that Mad Max, in his precious vehicle, wandered 
aimlessly through the desert. His only company was a monkey and a team 
of eight camels that pulled the vehicle. 
Years ago Max had become a road warrior. Now he was older, but he 
was still a warrior at heart. . . . 


Tre sun burned on shimmering sands as a lone man made his way 
across the vast desert. He was swathed from head to toe in black robes. 
Only his eyes were visible through a slit in his headdress. 

The man was Mad Max. He was riding in a bizarre vehicle that 
looked like a souped-up dune buggy. Pulling it was a team of eight 
camels. The vehicle—and the camels, too—were loaded down with his 
assorted possessions: bundles of firewood, pots and pans, and sacks 
of goods. 

Suddenly a litle plane appeared in the sky behind Max. Inside it 
were a father and son—both named Jedediah, both carrying weapons 

They zoomed close behind Max, the plane wheel striking his head, 
knocking him out of his vehicle. Then the older man leaped from the 
plane and dropped onto the lead camel in Max's team. The plane, flown 
by Jedediah, Jr., soared upward. 

“Go on! Giddyup!” the man shouted to the camels. 

Max dragged himself out of the dust, saw the man riding off with 
his camels and vehicle, and began to race after him. 

A frightened monkey poked its head out of the vehicle. It jumped 
up and down, urging Max to catch up. But Max was no match for the 
bolting camels. 

Finally, he gave up and watched as all his possessions disappeared 
in a cloud of dust. Then he began to trudge across the desert. Max knew 
where the man was going. He was going to Bartertown to trade Max's 
things—and Max was going after him. 


The only town for hundreds of mile: 
ple lived there, and every day hundrec 
their wares. 

Max joined the stream of weary traders making their way toward the 
town. They brought anything and everything to trade—the engine from 
an old plane, herds of scrawny livestock, whatever they could find. 

The entrance to Bartertown was through an old railway tunnel. The 
traders stood in line, waiting their turns to k to the Collector in the 
booth. Max was behind a rabbit trapper, and he heard the Collector tell 
him, ‘Skins of small animals—we take ten percent. The rest is yours. 
trade it for what you want 

When it was Max's turn, the Collector asked, “What are you trading?” 

“I'm looking for a man—" began Max 

‘You got anything to trade or not?’ 

“He was driving a camel team,” said Max. “He's got a weird laugh 

“People come here to trade—do a little business,” the Collector told 
him. “If you've got nothing to trade, you've got no business in Bartertown. 

‘One hour—that's all | need,” said Max desperately. 


around. Several thousand peo- 
s of other people came to sell 


The Collector turned to the man in line behind Max. “Next,” he said. 

Max grabbed the Collector around the neck. Two huge guards 
leaped forward, but Max pulled a shotgun out of his robes. 

"As | was saying—one hour, that's all.” 

The Collector glanced at the guards. “He might have something to 
trade.” 

‘What's that?” asked Max. 

“Twenty-four hours of your time,” said the Collector. “In return, you 
get back what's been stolen.” 

So Max was allowed to enter Bartertown, but only after he left all of 
his weapons at the Collector's booth 


Tis Collector and a guard named Ironbar escorted Max through 
crowded, broken-down Bartertown—a jumble of huts and shanties and 
alleys, Everywhere people were hawking their wares. A man named Dr. 


Dealgood was calling out, “It's an incredible beast. Desert, dunes— you 
name it, the camel tames it 

Camels? Max looked at Dr. Dealgood and his livestock 

He saw his own camel team! 

Max stepped up to Dr. Dealgood. “Where'd you get ‘em? he asked. 

“A traveler—only traded ‘em yesterday. 

“This traveler,” said Max, “he laughed funny? 

“Yeah. That's him,” replied Dr. Dealgood. 

Ironbar pushed Max forward, away from the camel trader. He and 
the Collector led Max toward a tower, the only one in the town. At the 
base of the tower, another guard motioned Max, the Collector, and Iron- 
bar into a large wicker basket attached to ropes and pulleys. Up they 
went, all the way to the penthouse at the top. 

The penthouse was the only beautiful thing Max had seen so far in 
run-down Bartertown. The room was light and airy. Where the roof and 
walls should have been, there were nothing but muslin curtains, billowing 
in the breeze. 

The Collector led Max across the room, and a woman appeared. 
She was called Aunty Entity, and she ran Bartertown 


The Collector stepped to Max's side. “He's a warrior, Aunty—looking 
for a deal. 

Aunty Entity was uncertain. All she saw was a raggedy man 

He's quick,” said Ironbar. 
“You think he can do it?” Aunty asked, inspecting Max. 
| dunno. Maybe," replied Ironbar. 

“What did you do? Before this?” Aunty Entity asked Max 

| was a cop—a driver." 

Aunty Entity considered. At last she pointed to a tray. “Help your- 
self—water, fruit.” 

Max reached for a piece of fruit, and Ironbar drew a machete. In 
‘one swift movement, Max wiped everything from the tray and hurled it 
across the room. It spun through the air like a discus and caught Ironbar 
in the throat. 

Another guard joined the fight. Max, completely empty-handed, was 
Now fighting three armed men. By the time he was finished, the guard 
had been thrown through the curtained wall of the penthouse, and the 
Collector and Ironbar had been soundly beaten. 

I said he was good," the Collector told Aunty Entity, hobbling across 
the room. 

“Congratulations,” Aunty said to Max. “You're the first to survive the 
audition.” 


Max shrugged. He wasn't sure what this was all about. 

Aunty Entity led him to the edge of the penthouse and pulled aside 
the curtains so he could see Bartertown. 

“Look around, Mister,” said Aunty. “All of this, | built, Where there 
was desert, there's a town; where there was robbery, there's trade; where 
there was despair, there's hope. It's civilization." She glanced at Max 
“lll do anything to protect it. Now it's necessary to kill a man. Interested? 

“What do you pay?” asked Max 

“I'l re-equip you—your vehicle, animals, whatever. You wanna deal 
or not?” 

Max nodded 

Aunty Entity laid down the law. “First,” she told Max, “nobody knows 
you work for me. You hit him and you go. Second, it's a fair fight. Third 
it's to the death.” 

Max nodded again. But he needed one more piece of information— 
who was he after? 

In Aunty Entity’s penthouse was an odd contraption. A narrow pipe 
ran all the way from her tower to a vast underground cavern beneath 
Bartertown. The pipe was part of a periscope. Carefully angled mirrors 
allowed Aunty to look down the pipe and view the Underworld hundreds 
of feet below. 


Now Max looked through it. He saw a huge, brightly lit industrial 
complex. In the center was a truck that had been converted into a 
locomotive and hitched to another train car. The train was still on tracks, 
but no one traveled on it anymore. Instead the locomotive was hooked 
up to a maze of pipes and gauges—it channeled the fuel that ran Bar- 
tertown. Near the locomotive, in a huge pen, were four hundred grunting 
pigs. 

“It's called the Underworld,” Aunty told Max. “It's where Bartertown 
gets its eneray—pigs.” 

“What?” 

Aunty Entity explained. “Pig manure. The lights, our vehicles—they 
all use a high-powered gas. It's called methane.” 

And methane was made from pig manure 

Aunty Entity turned the periscope lens, and Max's view changed. 
Emerging from one of the cars in the train was the hugest man Max had 
ever seen. 

His face and head were completely covered by a homemade helmet 
Across his back he carried a tiny, crippled man 

“Who's that?" Max asked. 

“Master Blaster,” replied Aunty Entity. “He runs the Underworld.” 

“Which one?” 


“They're a unit. They even share the name. The little one's the brain— 
he's called Master. The other one's the muscle—he's Blaster. Together 
they're very powerful. They're also arrogant. | want to keep the brain 
Dump the body.” Aunty needed Master's mind, but she had to get rid 
of Blaster. Without him, Master would have no power, and that's just the 
way Aunty wanted things. 

Max was supposed to kill Blaster. 

“He's big,” Max said to Aunty. “How good is he?” 

“He can beat most men with his breath.” 

“| wanna see him up close. How do | get in there?" 

“It's a factory,” replied Aunty. “Ask for work.” 


M.. got a job shoveling pig manure in the Underworld. He worked 
with a team of three convicts. The name of the crimes each convict had 
committed was printed on his chest in large letters. One said PIG KILLER 
Pigs were so important to Bartertown that it was against the law to kill 
them, 

While Max worked, he kept trying to get a good look at Blaster. He 
and Master were nearby, playing with something. 

Suddenly a small face appeared over Blaster's shoulder. It was 
Max's monkey! 

The monkey recognized Max and clapped its hands. It made a dash 
for him. But Blaster had the monkey on a leash and pulled it up short, 
The monkey squawked. 

Max was about to make a move when Pig Killer put his hand on his 
shoulder. "C'mon, freeman,” he said to Max. “You don't want to end up 
like me.” 

Max took one more look at Blaster, who was now stroking the mon- 
key, and reluctantly returned to work. He listened to Pig Killer talk about 
how Master had figured out the way to fuel Bartertown. But the whole 
time Max was listening, he was keeping his eyes open. Before long, he 
saw Master's home, a little caravan built on the train's flatbed car. 

When Master Blaster turned to walk away, Max bolted from Pig Killer 
and followed Master Blaster into another chamber. 

Max found himself in a workshop, where all sorts of vehicles were 
being changed so they could run on methane gas instead of gasoline. 
A group of people, including Master Blaster, were gathered around one 
vehicle in the center of the workshop. 

Max stepped closer. The vehicle was his own dune buggy. A me- 
chanic named Blackfinger was underneath, examining it. Blaster tapped 
Blackfinger’s foot, and the mechanic slid out from under the dune buggy, 
with some troublesome news. He had just discovered Max's secret— 


Max had carefully wired his car with explosi Black- 
finger did not know how to disengage them. 
Master was irritated. He wanted Blackfin fix the car. 
“| could disconnect the battery,” Blackfinger said uncertainly. 
| wouldn't do that,” said Max, stepping forward. 
sr spoke up. "Who you?” he asked 
told Max to disengage the explosives in his vehicle. 
“How much?” asked M He didn't plan to do the work for fr 
No trade,” said Master. “Do! 
Max turned to leave. 
Fetch!" Master ordered Blaster. 


“s 


Blaster strode over to Max, grabbed him by the 
and lifted him straight off the ground. 

“Me order,” said Master from his saddle. “Me Master. Run Barter- 
town. Me King Arab. 

“Oh, sure,” said Max. 
and he knew it. 

Master was furious. "Embargo. On!" he barked, 
Max out of the workshop. He fo 
control panel. 

Max watched as Master flipped a switch and Blaster turn 

Throughout Bartertown, lights flickered. Machinery faltered an 
started to die. 

Master snickered. Then he began counting down: “Four 
three... two 

“What now?" boomed Aunty Entity’s voice over a loudspeaker. Right 
(on cue. 


uff of his net 


Me fairy princ 


“Who run Bartertown?” asked Master. 

“I told you," cried Aunty, "no more embargoes.” 

Master snickered again. “More,” he ordered. 

Blaster gave the wheel another turn. This time the lights went out. 
“Who run Bartertown?" demanded Master. 

Silence. Finally Aunty’s voice said softly, “You know who.” 
"Say," said Master. 

“Master Blaster,” replied Aunty Entity. 

“Louder.” 

“Master Blaster runs Bartertown.” 

“Lift embargo," cried Master. The lights came on again. 


M.. stood with Master Blaster in the workshop. "Disarm," ordered 
Master, pointing at Max's vehicle. 

Max knew he would have to disengage the explosives after all. He 
flipped open the hub in the center of the steering wheel. 

Screech! A high-pitched alarm went off. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Max noticed Blaster stumbling in pain, 
hands to his helmet, trying to block out the sound of the siren. 

Max turned off the alarm. The explosives were disengaged. But now 
Max was curious. He pulled a whistle from around his neck, turned so 
that Master Blaster couldn't see what he was doing, and blew. 

Screech! 

Blaster reeled in pain and fell to the ground. 

When he got to his feet, Max was gone. 


I, her penthouse, Aunty Entity was sitting with the Collector. Max strode 
in. “Okay,” he announced. “I want my camel team, my monkey, and my 
vehicle.” 

Aunty Entity agreed and clenched hands with him, sealing the deal, 

“You said a fair fight," Max continued. “How?” 

“As provided by the law,” said the Collector. 

Aunty led Max to the side of the penthouse. They looked down on 
a large dome. 

“Thunderdome,” Aunty said. "Where men fight hand to hand, cheek 
to jowl. Two men enter. One man leaves.” 

“Weapons?” asked Max. 

“Anything's possible,” Aunty Entity told him. “Chance decides.” 

“How do | get in?” Max asked. 

“That's easy,” said Aunty. “Pick a fight." 


M.. found that picking a fight was easy. He went to Bartertown's 
tavern, got a drink, and waited for Master Blaster to appear. And they 
did—driving crazily through the streets in Max's vehicle, which Black- 
finger had finally fixed. 

The people in the streets parted to make a path for them, but when 
Master Blaster reached the tavern, they found Max standing in their way. 

That's my vehicle," Max said, “and | want it back.” 

The crowd grew silent, sensing a fight 

“Hearing wonky,” replied Master. “Sound like an order 

“That's right 

Him sad," Master said to the crowd. "Brain broken 

The crowd laughed 

“This my vehicle.” Max imi 

The crowd laughed again 

Master was furious. “Drive on!" he commanded Blaster. 

But Max leaped into the vehicle and pulled out some piping 

Blaster's hand flashed out, grabbing Max around the neck 

“Three seconds. Break neck,” ordered Master. “One. . . two 

Suddenly Ironbar and the Collector, both heavily armed, stepped 
forward 

“Master Blaster!” shouted Ironbar. “Listen to the law!" 

The Collector pointed up to Aunty Entity's penthouse, where Aunty 
stood, watching 

‘Aunty," Ironbar yelled up to her. “Two men in dispute." 


ted Master. “You pedestrian.” 


“These our witness, Aunty,” Master called, as loudly as he could. 
“Us suffer bad. Want justice. Want Thunderdome.” 

“Then it's your choice,” replied Aunty. “Thunderdome.” 

The crowd cheered. “Thunderdome! Thunderdome!” 

Max looked down at the whistle lying in the palm of his hand. He 
clenched it tightly. 


Nec, everyone in Bartertown turned out at Thunderdome to see the 
fight between Max and Blaster. 

Aunty Entity sat in a special box with the Collector, Ironbar, and 
Master. She addressed the crowd. "Welcome to another edition of 
Thunderdome." 

The crowd roared. 

Then Dr. Dealgood, the trader, strode into the arena to announce 
the two combatants. 

“Listen on! Listen on!” he cried. “I've got two men—two men with 
a gutful of fear. Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, dying time's here." 

Agate at one end of the arena opened. "The back snapper," shouted 
Dr. Dealgood. “You know him. You love him. He's Blaster.” 

The crowd booed and screamed as Blaster charged in. He was still 
wearing his helmet, but his body had been stripped and oiled 

“The challenger," Dr. Dealgood continued, “direct from out of the 
Wasteland. He's bad. He's beautiful. He's crazy.” 


Max entered the arena. The crowd was silent, except for Pig Killer's 
lone cheer. 

Then two guards harnessed Max and Blaster to ropes that were 
suspended from the top of Thunderdome. The guards raised them just 
off the ground, so that they could bounce around the arena. Max looked 
above him. Thunderdome was constructed of hundreds of steel pipes 
and bars. On small platforms high in the dome were all kinds of 
weapons—knives, sledgehammers, even a chainsaw. 

Dr. Dealgood addressed the crowd and the combatants again. 
“Thunderdome's simple,” he said. “Get to the weapons. Use 'em any 
way you can. | know you won't break the rules—there aren't any,” 

Aunty Entity signaled to the guards. They hurled Max and Blaster 
into the ring 

Crack! They collided. The fight was on. 

They grabbed, cuffed, and smashed each other. The crowd roared 
wildly 

Blaster hurled Max against the side of the arena. Max grabbed the 
bars of the dome and began climbing toward the weapons. 

Blaster was after him. They climbed, fell, and climbed some more, 
scrambling for weapons. Max grabbed a huge knife and slashed at the 
rope supporting Blaster. Blaster fell to the arena below and Max swooped 
down on him. But Blaster tackled Max, and Max's own rope snapped. 

As Max lay on the ground, Blaster raised a sledgehammer and 

Screech! Max blew his whistle 


Blaster clamped his hands over his ears, dropping the hammer. 
Max grabbed it and moved in, pounding at Blaster's helmet until finally 
it flew off. 

For the first time, Max and the crowd could see Blaster’s face. There 
was stunned silence. It was the innocent face of a retarded young man. 

Max froze, staring at Blaster. His hammer was raised, ready to 
deliver the final blow, but he couldn't move. 

Finally Aunty Entity broke the silence. "Two men enter. One man 
leaves.” 

“Kill him!" shouted Ironbar. 

But Max shook his head. "No. This wasn't part of the deal.” 

“Deal? What mean deal?" asked Master. He had left the box and 
was now at Blaster’s side, bending over his friend. 

Max threw down his hammer and started to leave. 

Master looked up at Aunty. “Me stupid. Me see now. This place 
finish.” 

“No,” said lronbar. “We've just started." He raised a crossbow and 
shot Blaster, killing him. “Who run Bartertown now?” he asked, Then he 
loaded the bow again. 

Max stood before two guards at the gate leading out of the arena. 
“Open it," he commanded. 

The guards didn't move. 

Then Pig Killer shouted, “Two men enter. One man leaves." Blaster 
was dead and Max should be allowed to go. 

The crowd began to chant, “Two men enter. One man leaves. Two 
men enter. One man leaves.” They rattled the bars of the dome. 


lronbar aimed the crossbow at Max, but the Collector pointed it 
toward the ground 

Aunty Entity scanned the crowd. Suddenly she leaped into the arena, 
furious. "You think | don't know the law? Wasn't it me who wrote it? And 
I say now She pointed at Max. “This man has broken the law. Right 
or wrong—we had a deal. And the law says: Bust a deal, face the wheel.” 

The crowd had relaxed a bit. “Bust a deal, face the wheel,” they 
repeated. 

The guards at the gate grabbed Max 

Once again Dr. Dealgood stood in the center of the arena. Blaster's 
body was gone. The guards hustled Max into the arena. “We got a man 
waiting for a sentence,” said Dr. Dealgood. “You take your chances with 
the law. Justice is only a roll of the dice, a flip of the coin, a turn of the 
wheel.” 

At that, a gigantic wheel was lowered into the arena. It looked like 
a wheel of fortune from a game show, but it was called the WHEEL OF 
JUSTICE. 

Dr. Dealgood gave it a spin. Around and around it went, passing 
LIFE IMPRISONMENT, FORFEIT GOODS, and ACQUITTAL. It stopped 
at GULAG. 

The crowd gasped with horror. Then it began to chant, "Gulag! 
Gulag!" 

Max gazed out at them. lronbar was grinning at him wickedly. 

“Gulag! Gulag! Gulag! Gulag!” 


fa 
es ta 


g Bartertown was a dry salt 


lake. It stretched farther than . All around it, heat rose 


from the ground in 

Aunty Entity, lronbar, and Dr. Dealgood stood in front of thirty-two 
wooden poles that had been pounded into the sand. They were looking 
at Max. He had been tied to the back of an old horse and was being 
led through the poles toward Aunty. The inhabitants of Bartertown 
crowded on top of a hill nearby. 

The horse stopped in front of Aunty. In front of the hors 
a glass flask, suspended from a fishing pole tied to the h 
Aunty poured water into it 

Then she slipped a bizarre mask over Max's head 


's nose was 
iorse's flanks. 


“Death's found you, soldier,” commented Dr. Dealgood 

Aunty Entity turned toward the crowd on the hillside and announced, 
“All around us, the memory of the dead." She indicated the poles by 
the salt lake. “Thirty-two poles to mark the passage of thirty-two men. 
All of them sentenced to the void—swallowed by the sand. On this day 
it makes thirty-three.” 

Then Aunty slapped the horse's rump. The horse bolted, the beaker 
of clear water hanging tantalizingly in front of its nose. 

Aunty Entity, Ironbar, Dr. Dealgood and the people of Bartertown 
watched as Max disappeared into the deadly heat of the desert 

The horse thundered across the sand, leaving Bartertown far behind. 
Max strained at the ropes that tied his hands, until his wrists began to 
bleed. The horse traveled for hours. Then it slowed to a walk, and finally 
it was staggering along—always moving ahead, going after the water. 

The scorching heat gave way to night 


I, Bartertown's Underworld, Pig Killer was hiding in the shadows, wait- 
ing for an opportunity to send help to Max. He watched Ironbar and two 
guards force Master to keep the lights of the town blazing. They tortured 
and teased Master, who was helpless now without Blaster. 


Pig Killer quietly crept up to a large drain opening, the end of a pipe 
leading out into the desert. He pulled something from the shadows and 
shoved it through the bars. It was Max's monkey, wearing a small harness. 
with a water bottle attached to it. The monkey scampered into the dark 
drain and Pig Killer turned away to find Master slumped on the ground, 
a broken, distraught man 

Pig Killer offered him some water, saying, “Drink. C’mon, Master." 


Tis monkey dragged the water bottle into the desert across the vast 
expanse of sand, following the horse's trail toward Max. 

Somehow Max and the weary horse survived their first day and night 
in the desert. But on the second day, the horse gave up. It staggered 
and fell at the edge of a sand dune. Down the dune it rolled, with Max 
Still tied to its back 

At the bottom of the dune, Max finally managed to break free of his 
bonds. He scrambled off the horse and tore the mask from his face. 
Then he stood in the blazing sun, his face cracked, his lips parched 


Max made his way slowly back up the dune. And there was his 
monkey! Max eagerly drank the water it offered, and then he and the 
monkey set off across the desert. 

They walked through the searing heat and a howling wind for days. 
Max's cheeks grew sunken. His face blistered. The monkey curled itself 
into a tight ball and Max carried it cradled against his chest. 

Day after day, Max staggered along. He tied the monkey to his 
back, Finally, Max could go no farther. He stumbled and fell forward into 
the sand, unconscious. The wind roared, burying Max and his monkey 
in dust and sand. 

The next day a strange figure hurried through the desert. It was 
wrapped in an animal skin and it carried three long spears. The figure 
stopped to sniff the wind, then spotted Max's shape in its desert grave 
and began brushing away the sand 

Soon Max and his monkey were lying on a litter fashioned from the 
spears and animal skins. They were being dragged across the desert. 


M... rescuer was Savannah Nix, a young woman from a tribe of 
people living in a huge desert canyon called Crack in the Earth. As 
Savannah approached the tribe’s home, she threw back her head and 
let out a strange, wailing cry. 


Finn McKoo, Savannah's young son, heard her cry and shouted to 
the other tribe members down in the gorge. They stopped their work 
and looked up. 

Another young boy, Mr. Skyfish, who had an elaborate homemade 
kite strapped to his back, answered Savannah's cry with a yell of his 
own. He beg ;crambling up the slope to the desert. Anna Goanna, a 
pretty ten-year-old, followed him, climbing fearlessly. 

Finn McKoo ran into his mother’s arms, but when he saw Max lying 
on the litter, he backed away. 

It's him," Savannah told Finn. “I finded him. Savannah Nix finded 
Walker." She chased after Finn when he started to run away. "He's done 
and come for us, Finn McKoo,” she said, grabbing Finn and holding 
him. "We's going home.” 

“Tomorrow-morrow Land?" asked Finn uncertainly. 

“Yeah," replied Savannah. “We's gonna live in a high-scraper. We's 
gonna see the video." She knelt beside Max. “We's found. 

Savannah turned to see the Gatherers approaching—the tribe mem- 
bers responsible for gathering plants, berries, and firewood. Not one of 
them was over fifteen years old. Mr. Skyfish trailed behind with his kite 

The Gatherers ran to Savannah, but like Finn, they stopped when 
they saw Max. 


Walker," Finn McKoo told them. 
‘Tell us," said Mr, Skyfish. 


In the nothing,” began Savannah. “Place where salt meet sand. 
Day's running, night's coming. But down the pike | gets snifter, strong 
and sour. | plays follow me to hump in Him there. All still, Just 
waiting.” 

Mr. Skyfish examined Max, then turned to the others. “It's him 

Anna Goanna spoke up from the little crowd. “If it's Walker, why 
ain't he flying? 

Mr. Skyfish tapped his head. “Use your program," he told her im- 
patiently. “He musta got mugged by the Turbulents. That's why he's all 
mashed up.” 

A child named Eddie stepped out of the crowd and dared to touch 


Max. When he did, the monkey popped out of Max's jacket. Eddie jumped 
back and several of the Gatherers screamed 

“Okay,” Anna challenged Mr. Skyfish, “who's he?’ 

Mr. Skyfish had a ready answer. "You reckon Walker rides alone? 
No sir, he packs a buddy. He's worded copilot. That's why he's littler 
and uglier." 

The Gatherers decided to take Max to a place where he could 
recover. They pulled him across the sand dunes, past the tail section of 
an old 747 plane that had crash-landed nearby, and down to the floor 
of the canyon. There they hopped on a battered, inflated raft that had 
once been part of the 747’s equipment. They floated down the stream 
at the bottom of the gorge until they came to another group of tribe 
members. Then they paddled toward a little beach 


“it's Walker,” Anna yelled. “C'mon. Ditch the fishes!" 

The tribe members looked up. Six of them were Pond Fishers. Among 
them was Cusha, a pregnant young woman. Apart from them sat Gekko, 
a teenage boy with one of his legs clumsily bandaged in bark and rags 
He was playing with more equipment from the plane—a set of head- 
phones attached to the instrument panel, which he had strapped to his 
chest. Tied to his back was a huge, forked stick with an old LP record 
wedged in it. It was Gekko's “sonic equipment.” None of it worked, 
although Gekko wished that it did. 


We 


As the raft came to rest on the beach, the Pond Fishers ran forward 
Cusha hugged her friend Savannah. Then the tribe members lifted Max 
onto their shoulders and carried him to where a waterfall tumbled into 
a pool 

Around the pool were small, thatched huts and sleeping platforms, 
Twenty more tribe members were there, keeping the fire, cooking, and 
watching the children who were too young to fish or gather food. They 
were all young, the oldest not much more than eighteen. They ran to 
meet the Gatherers 


Lae that day the tribe members watched Max, who was lying un- 
conscious in the center of their camp. They were curious. Why didn’t he 
speak? 


“It were a long track. He must be slogged out,” Cusha suggested. 

Above the camp, from the darkness of a cave partway up the rocky 
walls of the canyon, a weird face peered down at Max and the tribe. 
The face belonged to a strange boy named Scrooloose. Frightened, he 
darted back inside his cave, pulling an old airline blanket around him. 
Then he reached out to touch a painting he had—a painting of a pilot 

The tribe members laid Max carefully on a sleeping platform high 
above the ground. They cleaned him up and cut his long hair, using an 
old, faded photograph of an airline pilot as a reference. Then they waited 
for him to wake up, all the while bundling up their possessions, preparing 
for a journey. 


Tie night passed. Moming light filtered through the canopy over Max's 
platform, and two little girls crawled in, giggling nervously. They crept 
forward. Max's eyes flew open! He sat up, saw the girls, and yelled, 
backing right off the platform and into the stream far below 


After he landed, he tried to stand, but fell back and began drinking 
the water greedily. He looked up to find himself surrounded by children 
who were watching him eagerly. Never taking his eyes off them, Max 
waded out of the water toward some fruit hanging from a sleeping plat- 
form. He reached for it and began eating. The tribe members ran forward, 
offering him more. 

“Who are you?” Max asked the tribe, when he finished eating. 

The tribe repeated his words. “Who are you? Who are you?” 

Max tried again. “Who brought me?” 

“Who brought me? Who brought me?” echoed the children. 

“Your parents? Where are they?” 

“Your parents? Where are they?” 

“Answer me!" 

“Answer me!" The tribe screamed the words. 

Suddenly a boar's head landed at Max's feet. He and the children 
looked up. Above them were eight teenage boys dressed in skins and 
fur. They were clutching spears and carrying a wild boar, slung on a 
pole. These boys were the Hunters, another group of tribe members. 
They stared down at Max. 

In front of the Hunters stood their leader, Slake M'Thirst. Savannah 
called to him, “We's found, Slake.” 

Slake grabbed a flying fox. He swooped down with it toward the 
tribe and moved slowly toward Max. The other Hunters followed him. 


“Who are you?" Max asked him. 


“We's the waiting ones,” Slake replied. 
“Waiting for what?” 

“Waiting for you. 

“Is this all of you?” 

“Nows we count fifty-two.” 


Max didn't understand this. “Where are your parents?” he asked 
finally 


The tribe seemed puzzled. “What's parents?” ventured Slake. 
“Who gave birth to you?’ 


“We birthed ourselves.” Slake pointed to a small child. “He be 
Cusha’s first.” 


“Yeah. But who birthed you?’ 


Slake seemed surprised that Max didn't know. “Her name was 
Joanna. She were a fire keeper.” 


Max decided to play along. “Yeah. Well, where is she now?” 


“Her time come," replied Slake. "She took the leaving.” 

“She died?’ 

“No,” said Slake, looking confused. “She took the leaving.” He 
seemed upset that Max didn't understand. 

Savannah tried to help out. “She were one of a count of eight. | 
‘member ‘em. Trotting way out till you couldn't sight ‘em no more. All 
night long we sang ‘em a chant for luck. They didn't find you?” 

“| don't know,” said Max slowly. Then he had to ask, "Who do you 
think | am?” 

The tribe laughed. They asked each other questions: 

"How come he didn't know? 

“What's happened to his 'memberment? 

Slake spoke up again. “This a testin’, Captain? You reckon we been 
slack? We ain't. We kept it straight. You'll see.” 

But Max didn’t see—not until that evening, anyway. 


At dusk the tribe gathered in front of a wide rock wall they called 
the Telling Wall. Dressed in all their finery, they sat on the ground, their 
faces lit by the flickering firelight of torches. Max sat in the remains of 
a seat from the airplane. 

Savannah stood before them holding the Telling Stick, a long stick 
topped by a rectangular frame. 

‘This ain't one body's tell," she began. “It’s the tell of us all. We 
got it mouth to mouth, so you gotta lissen and 'member—'cos what you 
hears today, you gotta tell the birthed tomorrow.” 

Max realized that this was the tribe's way of passing on their history 
so that nothing would be forgotten. They couldn't write it down, but they 
could tell it. 

“I's lookin’ behind us now, across the count of time,” said Savannah. 

She turned to the Telling Wall, and Gekko and Mr. Skyfish pulled a 
screen away from it, revealing a series of pictures. 

With the top of the Telling Stick, Savannah framed the first picture, 
a mushroom cloud. She started by speaking of the nuclear holocaust 

The bomb had been dropped, killing many people. So aman named 
Captain Walker gathered a group of survivors from a city and tried to 
fly them to safety in a 747. But the plane crashed and many of the 
passengers died. Those who lived found their way to Crack in the Earth 
and decided to settle there. Captain Walker was one of them. 


But as time went by, some of the survivors began to miss the city— 
the “high-scrapers and the video,” Savannah said, So the survivors 
began to tell their story to make sure they would always remember it, 
and they told their children about the city and city life. The city was what 
the tribe now called Tomorrow-morrow Land 

One day Captain Walker decided to leave Crack in the Earth with 
a group of the strongest survivors. They would go for help and send 
a rescue party back as soon as they were able—the First Leaving,’ 
Savannah called it 

As he walked away, Captain Walker called over his shoulder, “Wait 
One of us will come. 

But nobody came. So some of the older tribe members took a Sec- 
ond Leaving, then a Third and a Fourth, Years later the tribe was still 
waiting for the return of Captain Walker. Every so often, several members 
who were old enough would strike out across the desert, searching 

None of them had returned. 

Finally Savannah had decided to take a leaving of her own. And 
she had found Max—and thought he was Captain Walker coming to 
rescue the tribe. 

“We's heartful to you, Captain Walker," Savannah told Max 

“We's ready now,” added Slake. “Take us home.” 

Max didn't know what to do. 

"We kept it straight,” Slake reminded him. “Everything marked, 
everything ‘membered.’ 


“Yeah. You kept it good,” replied Max. 

“What we waitin’ for?” asked Gekko. 

Max told them the truth. “That ain't me. You got the wrong guy.” 

Quit joshin’, Captain,” said Mr. Skyfish. He wanted to fly with Max, 
fly like his kite. 

“We gotta see Tomorrow-morrow Land,” cried Anna Goanna. 

“Home! Home!” shouted the Hunters. 

“We gonna ride the sky, ain't we?” asked Mr. Skyfish anxiously. 

The tribe was panicking. There were sure they were going to be 
rescued, going to be flown to the city they'd heard about 

And again Max told them the truth: The bomb had destroyed ev- 
erything, all the cities. There were no more “high-scrapers,” no video 
“You gotta understand,” he said. "This is home. There ain't nobody 
coming. There ain't no Captain Walker.” 

But the tribe wouldn't believe him. “This is it!” cried Mr. Skyfish. He 
jumped up and ran. The rest of the tribe followed. Anna ran with her best 
friend, Gekko, as he limped along in his bandage. 

After a minute, Eddie, a little boy, came back for Max. He took him 
by a hand and dragged him all the way out of Crack in the Earth—and 
over to the 747 in the desert 

Max's jaw dropped. It was the first time he had seen the plane. He 
started to walk toward it. The tribe members scrambled on top of the 
wreckage. 


“Lis following morning, Max sat next to the pond in Crack in the Earth 
The tribe watched him forlornly. Suddenly a gong sounded. 

Clang! 

Savannah stood by Max with Cusha, Finn McKoo, and Mr. Skyfish 
She spoke to the rest of the tribe. "Who's comin’? We's pullin’ on a 
leavin’." 

Slake leaped in front of her. “There ain't gonna be no leavings. Ain't 
you seen nothin'?” He pointed at Max. "He couldn't catch the wind 
There ain't gonna be no salvage.” 

But Savannah would have none of it. “If he ain't Captain Walker,” 
she asked the tribe, “who is he?’ 

The tribe members looked at each other 

Savannah answered her own question. “He ain't no different to us 
So he musta slogged it here on foot.” 

“If he can get here,” added Gekko, “we can get back.” 

“That's the trick of it,” said Savannah. “Who's coming?” 


Gekko went to Savannah's side, even though Anna Goanna tried to 
pull him back 

“When you finded him," Anna said to Savannah, “weren't he near 
jumped by Mr. Dead? 

“Nobody's sayin’ it ain't a hard slog. We knows that now 

“But you slog out there to nothin’,” said Max. "Or worse, to a sleaze- 
pit called Bartertown 

“There ain't no Tomorrow-morrow Land," Slake reminded Savannah. 

But Savannah turned to leave camp with her followers. 

Max was desperate. “Now listen good,” he said. "| ain't Captain 
Walker. But | say we're gonna stay here. We're gonna live a long time. 
And we're gonna be thankful, right?’ 

Savannah kept walking 

Slake! Grab 'em,” Max ordered 

Slake and the Hunters went after Savannah and her followers 

Nobody paid any attention to Scrooloose, watching from the shad- 
ows of his cave. 

Slake and the Hunters captured Savannah and her group, tied them 
together back at the camp, and settled down for the night. 


But Anna Goanna woke Max tearfully the next morning. “He's gone,” 
she said. "You gotta get him back.” She couldn't believe Gekko had 
left her. 

Max looked around. The camp was deserted 

“Savannah took him,” wailed Anna, “took ‘em all.” 

“Who set 'em free?" 

“Scrooloose," answered Anna. She pointed to her head, indicating 
a crazy person 

Then she and Max started running. When they reached the top of 
the gorge, Max saw Slake and the tribe staring out across the desert, 
searching for Savannah and her group. 

“They can't be far,” Max said to Slake. 

‘They be doin’ hunter trot," Slake said. 

“Not Gekko," Anna reminded him. “His leg ain't healed 

'Good,” said Max. “He'll slow ‘em up." 

“He won't,” replied Slake. “That's hunter law. Stand or fall.” 

‘Anna began to cry again. “You gotta bring him back,” she pleaded 
to Max 

Max paused. "I'll need water,” he said finally, “as much as | can 
carry 


Sus Max found himself trekking across the shimmering desert 
again. Anna, Eddie, and a boy named Tubber were with him. They walked 
all day. 

The following day, Anna found the forked stick from Gekko's “sonic 
equipment." She ran ahead of the others, calling, “Gekko! Gekko!” 

And not far ahead was Gekko, crawling alone through the sand, 
blinded by the desert sun. He was searching sightlessly for his stick, 

Anna grabbed him. 

“The sonic!” gasped Gekko. “I's lost the sonic.” 

Anna handed him his stick and gave him some water. 


When Max and the others caught up, they made a litter for Gekko 
out of spears and furs. Then they kept on walking, dragging Gekko 
behind them. 

It was Tubber who saw Mr. Skyfish's kite flying high in the sky, far 
ahead of them. Max and Tubber ran toward it and found Savannah and 
the tribe members in deep trouble. 

Finn McKoo was being sucked slowly into quicksand. He was up 
to his chin. Savannah and the others had formed a human chain and 
were desperately trying to pull him out. Suddenly the chain broke, and 
Savannah fell headfirst into the quicksand with Finn. 

Max dove down a sand dune and reached Savannah in time to pull 
her to safety. 

But Finn McKoo was gone. And so was all their water. Max knew 
that if they didn't find some soon, they would all die of thirst. 


Tes night, camping in the desert, Gekko suddenly cried, "I can hear 
it. I's hearing the sonic. It's there. I's hearing it. 
And far across the desert, the lights of Bartertown came on. 
“Captain! Captain!” shouted Anna. “We's there." 
The tribe began walking again. At last they reached a cliff over- 


looking Bartertown. They gazed down in wonder, chattering excitedly: 
“Where's the video? 
“We's home!" 
“A high-scraper! 


“It's not Tomorrow Land,” Max told them. “It's Bartertown." But 
knew that to the tribe members it was the most wonderful sight they'd 
ever seen 

Max thought for a moment. He desperately needed water and sup- 
plies for himself and the tribe. They couldn't survive much longer without 
them. He knew he could find supplies in Bartertown, but how could he 


get in? Certainly not the way he'd gotten in before. The Collector would 
see him 

Suddenly a guard who was patrolling the town caught sight of Max 
and the kids on the cliff. They ducked out of sight. Then Max realized 


something. “Where's what's-his-name?" he asked, trying to remember 
Scrooloose's name. 

The kids looked around. Scrooloose was nowhere to be seen. 

Max needed time to think. He led the kids back to the salt lake and 
the poles in the ground—the place where Aunty Entity had banished 
Max to the desert after the fight with Blaster. 

Much later Scrooloose appeared. He didn't speak, but very excitedly 
he pulled at Max's arm, wanting him to follow. 

“All right, all right,” said Max. He turned to the others. “You stay 
here.” 

Scrooloose led Max to the edge of Bartertown. Max's monkey was 
waiting by the drain opening from which he had escaped so many days 
before. 

“Good,” said Max. He knew now how he could get the tribe into 
Bartertown. 

“Now wait,” Max told Scrooloose. “Wait here—understand? I'll get 
the others.” 

He turned to find that the others—except for Savannah, Anna, and 
Gekko—were already there watching 

“Everybody waits here,” Max said to the tribe. He picked up a piece 
of wood and handed it to Scrooloose. "Use this. The first person who 
moves—belt ‘im. Understand? 

Scrooloose nodded. 


Max turned to leave. 
And Scrooloose belted him one. 


Bux. at the salt lake, Savannah and Anna were tending to Gekko. He 
was lying on the ground, his head in Anna's lap, muttering to himself 
He's talkin’ to Mr. Dead," Anna Goanna told Max. 

“That you, Captain?" Gekko asked him. “We's there?’ 

Max gathered Gekko up and carried him to the cliff to show him 
Bartertown. Savannah and Anna followed. 

Max seated Gekko on the ground. Gekko tried to focus his eyes. "| 
sees it. | sees the river of light. We's there, ain't we? Tomorrow-morrow 
Land?’ 

“Yes, son,” replied Max. 

“But where's the sonic?" he asked Anna. 

Anna tried hard not to cry. She handed Gekko his stick and slippe! 
the old headphones over his ears 

“It ain't here,” Gekko gasped. “| ain't gonna hear it. But you will, 
he said to Anna. He gave her his headphor You'll hear it for me 

And then Gekko was still 

Max picked Anna up. “You want me to bury him?” he asked. 

Anna shook her head. 

So they left Gekko on the cliff and made their way to Bartertown 


B. when they reached the drain, the others were gone. Cursing, Max 
herded Anna and Savannah into the drain, then followed them through. 
At the end, they found Cusha and Tubber. They were too big to squeeze 
between the bars. 

‘Where are the others?” asked Max. 

Cusha pointed through the bars, into the Underworld. Max peered 
out. He saw Master chained inside a small pen in the enclosure where 
the pigs were kept. Ironbar and several guards were nearby. Scrooloose 
was watching them, hidden in a maze of pipes above them. But Max 
could not see Mr. Skyfish or Eddie. 

Okay," he whispered, "Where are the other two?’ 

Everybody shrugged. 


Eddie had found his way to the nursery where the piglets were raised 
until they were old enough to join the other pigs. He was watching a 
man who was holding a tiny piglet, feeding it from a bottle. 

“Walker . . ." Eddie said uncertainly. 

Pig Killer turned. 

“Captain Walker?” 

Meanwhile, lronbar and the guards had heard Scrooloose in the 
Pipes above them. They scrambled around, closing in on him. At that 
moment, Mr. Skyfish appeared, swinging on the end of a chain. He 
swooped down, kicking one of the guards into the pigpen, and then he 
gathered up Scrooloose and carried him back to the drain opening. 

Master looked out from his pen. He saw Eddie with Pig Killer. Then 
he saw the guards, armed with a rifle, watch Mr. Skyfish's legs disappear 
into the drain opening. 

Suddenly, it was a free-for-all. Pig Killer attacked one of the guards. 
He let Master out of his pen. Master opened a grain chute above Ironbar, 
burying him in a shower of pig feed. And Max and alll the children, after 
finding a side pipe that led to the grain chute, slid down the chute into 
the pig enclosure. Everybody started asking questions. 

“Quiet!” ordered Max. 

Someone was coming. It was Blackfinger, the mechanic. He reached 
the pig enclosure, saw Master outside of his pen, saw Max and the 
kids—and turned tail and ran, Max chased after him. 

Master rattled his chains. "Quickly!" he cried. 

Pig Killer cut the chains with a pair of bolt cutters. 


M.. chased Blackfinger through a long tunnel that led out of the 
Underworld. But Blackfinger was joined by the Collector and two guards. 
They began chasing Max—back into the Underworld. 

Savannah appeared, and as Max ran through a set of doors, she 
slammed the doors on Blackfinger and the others, trapping them in the 
tunnel. But they battered at the door with a sledgehammer and a 
chainsaw. 

Just as they were about to break through— 

Whoo-hoo! Whoo-hoo! Max and Savannah heard a train whistle 
somewhere in the Underworld. They raced away from the doors and 
found everybody—the tribe members, Master, and Pig Killer—climbing 
all over the Underworld's locomotive. 

Master pulled a lever. “All aboard!” he called. “Platform 1! The Orient 
Express!" 

Pig Killer threw the locomotive in gear, and at that moment, Master 
noticed the end of Aunty Entity's periscope and knew that they were 
being watched. 

Max paused for one second to look straight into the periscope lens. 
Then he and Savannah leaped on board the locomotive. 


Pig Killer opened the throttle. The locomotive shuddered, the wheels 
ground out sparks, and the train began to move slowly down the tracks 
through the tunnel, gathering speed. 

As it did so, all the pipes that connected Bartertown to the locomotive 
were ripped free. They exploded, belching out steam and flames. 


Bisccsce the Collector ran through the streets toward the pent- 
house. Next to hima pipe exploded. Then a storage shed. Then the 
tavern: 


I, the Underworld, the runaway train was traveling toward freedom 
Pig Killer was at the wheel. The train picked up speed, left the tunnel, 
and emerged into the sunshine 


Basan was in chaos. Everywhere pipes were belching steam and 
fires were breaking out. Groups of traders were packing up and moving 
out, The pigs escaped. 

The guards ran for their vehicles and gathered in the street, getting 
ready to chase after the train. Aunty Entity and Blackfinger drove up to 
them. 

“Bartertown lives! Tomorrow we rebuild!" cried Aunty. “| want the 
little man back—alive. And for those that took him—no mercy.” 

The guards cheered, They rewved their engines. 

Aunty started her vehicle and zoomed off. 

The guards followed her. 


Onsice the city, the train rumbled along. 

“So what's the plan?" Max asked Pig Killer. 

“Plan?” repeated Pig Killer. “There ain't no plan.” 

“Where are we going?" 

“The end of the track.” 

“Where's that?” 

Pig Killer laughed. “Who knows?” 

At the back of the train, Master hurried around his little house, pack- 
ing up his belongings, getting ready to abandon the train. Mr. Skyfish, 


Anna, Eddie, and Scrooloose watched, fascinated. They looked through 
Master's things. 

Anna found an old gramophone with a record on it. She pointed at 
it and whispered to Mr. Skyfish, “He's got his own sonic!” 

Mr. Skyfish examined the record. "Gekko had it straight," he said, 
awed 

Max appeared at the doorway and watched for a moment. Then he 
showed the kids how to use the gramophone. 

A voice crackled on. A French lesson. “Repeat after me," the voice 
said, “Bonjour, monsieur 

Max smiled, but the children were dumbfounded. 

At that moment, one of Aunty's guards crashed through the window 
into Master's house—the guards were speeding in their vehicles along- 
side the train! The kids scattered. The guard grabbed Master—but Max 
whomped him in the face. When another guard burst through the op- 
posite window, Scrooloose walloped him with a frying pan 

But a third guard, clinging to the outside of the train car, yanked 
Max away from the window and onto the back hood of one of the vehicles 
They wrestled fiercely—until the guard fell to the ground. 

Max scrambled over the vehicle to the driver's cockpit, punched 
the driver, hauled him out of his seat, and took over the vehicle. 

Scrooloose, watching from the train, was impressed. Suddenly 
Max's old vehicle, driven by another guard, pulled up even with the train 
Scrooloose, still holding the frying pan, made a flying leap onto the 
vehicle and whonked the driver. The driver slumped over, his foot still 
on the accelerator. Nobody was steering, but Scrooloose settled back 
to enjoy the wild ride. 


Meanwhile, Ironbar was pumping a handcar along the train tracks, 
trying to catch up with Aunty and the guards in their vehicles. But before 
he reached them, he caught up with another band of pursuing vehicles. 

He jumped off the handcar and onto the back of a vehicle that drew 
up next to him. Then he positioned himself behind a gigantic harpoon 
gun. As the marauder vehicle raced ahead, Ironbar aimed the gun at 
the train 

He fired—sshwhack!—and hit Pig Killer in the thigh 

Then he reloaded, and the driver swung closer to the train. 

But Max was quicker than lronbar. He accelerated his car and 
rammed into the harpoon vehicle. Then he rammed it again—right onto 
the train track. The train smashed through it and kept on going, with 
lronbar clinging desperately to the front. 


Just as Max was relaxing a bit, a giant vehicle surged up behind 
his car, shoving it forward, away from the train. A guard leaped from the 
vehicle onto the train, just as Aunty Entity’s vehicle pulled up. He helped 
her clamber onto the train and then onto the outside of Master's house. 
Blackfinger followed. 

They were after Master, but the kids fought them bravely. Finally 
Blackfinger tried to pull out the pin that attached Master's house to the 
locomotive. He paused when he saw the kids jump onto the other 
car, away from the house. 

“Pull the pin!” screamed Aunty 

Just as he did, Savannah grabbed Master and pulled him to safety. 

“Hold it!” Aunty Entity yelled. 

She and Blacktinger watched as the car they were on slowly inched 
away from the locomotive—and Master 


At the last second, Blackfinger threw himself forward and bridged 
the cars with his body. Aunty Entity dashed to the front of the car and 
lunged for Master, grabbing his leg. She and Savannah pulled him from 
opposite directions, but Savannah was clinging to the locomotive with 
only one hand, and at last Master slipped from her grip, swung across 
the gap, and landed in Aunty's arms. 

"Let go!” Aunty Entity yelled to Blackfinger 

Blackfinger freed the locomotive. The children stood on it, watching 
as the gap between them and Master's car slowly widened. Aunty held 
Master up like a trophy. 

But suddenly Max appeared on the roof of Master's house! He 
scooped Master out of Aunty’s arms, leaped, made it across the gap 
between the cars, and landed on the locomotive with the children. Aunty 
Entity watched as the locomotive with Max, Master, and the tribe mem- 
bers drew away from her. 


Master wasn't safe yet, though. Ironbar had crawled around from 
the front of the locomotive. He made a grab for Master. The kids and 
Max fought him off, leaving him dangling outside the train, clinging to a 
pipe. Mr. Skyfish smashed the pipe and Ironbar fell to the side of the 
track. 

Then Max and Savannah raced to the cabin in the locomotive to 
help Pig Killer. Max had just removed the harpoon from his leg when 
Savannah pointed excitedly to something on the track ahead of the train. 
Max jammed on the brake. The train screeched to a halt. 

Standing in the middle of the track was Jedediah, Jr., the son of the 
man who had stolen Max's vehicle and camels. He was wielding two 
enormous rifles. The train stopped just several feet in front of him, and 
everyone scrambled off. 

Jedediah, Jr. pointed his weapons at them. "Stick 'em up. You're 
dead meat.” Then he looked beyond them. “Oh!” he cried. “We're all 
dead meat!" He turned and ran. 


Max and the others looked around 

Coming up behind them in a cloud of dust were Aunty Entity and 
the guards in their vehicles. 

Max, Pig Killer, Master and the tribe members raced after Jedediah, 
Jr. They followed him to an old car wreck half-buried in the sand. He 
leaped into the trunk and slammed it closed after him. 

Max reached the car next. He pulled open the trunk and was sur- 
prised to see that it was the entrance to an underground shaft. He didn't 
waste a second. He herded everybody down the shaft and into the house 
hidden below. 

In a large bedroom, lying on a double bed and reading a magazine 
was Jedediah, Sr. He lowered the magazine and Max got a good look 
at his face. 

"You!" he cried, recognizing the man who had stolen his things in 
the desert 


“Mel” 
It's your lucky day," said Max. “You've got a plane?’ 
| have. 

Max yanked Jedediah off the bed. "It just might save your life.” 

“It will.” Jedediah scrambled for the door. 

Everybody raced outside. They found Jedediah, Jr. already in the 
cockpit of the plane 

“Sky-rafter!" shouted Mr. Skyfish. At last he was going to fly! 

Max bundled the tribe members and Master into the plane. “Let's 
go!" he called. Then he leaped in behind them. 

Jedediah and Jedediah, Jr. fiddled with the controls. The plane was 
so overloaded it could barely move. It lumbered toward a rough dirt 
airstrip. There wasn’t much time. Aunty and the guards were 
approaching 

C'mon!" yelled Max. “Take it up! 

‘There's no lift!" Jedediah shouted back. “We've got too much 
weight." 

Immediately Savannah began tossing out Jedediah’s stolen pos- 
sessions that were stored in the plane. 


They taxied down the runway, reached the end without leaving the 
ground, and were about to turn around and try again, when Scrooloose 
roared up in Max's old vehicle. He had figured out how to steer it. Max 
and Savannah saw him, jumped out of the plane, and dragged him out 
of the car. The three of them had just managed to cram themselves back 
in the plane, when the engine died. 

Max scrambled up to the cockpit. “Start her up.” 

“We haven't got a chance,” Jedediah replied. “There's not enough 
runway.” 

“There will be,” said Max. 

Seconds later, Aunty and her guards were watching a heavily loaded 
plane gather speed and get ready to take off 

Then they saw something else. Beside the plane was Max in his old 
vehicle. He waved farewell to the tribe members. Then he roared straight 
toward Aunty, lronbar, and the others. As he did, he maneuvered the 
unconscious guard into the driver's seat, so that his foot remained 
jammed on the accelerator. Max climbed onto the top of his car. And 
then he jumped off just before it collided head-on with lronbar's vehicle. 
Max landed sprawling in the dirt as the cars burst into flames. 

Above him the plane sputtered through the sky. 

Aunty Entity and two guards approached Max. The guards drew 
their weapons, but Aunty aimed them at the ground. She looked at Max. 


“Ain't we a pair, raggedy man," she said. She smiled and walked back 
to her vehicle. “Goodbye, soldier,” she called. She and the guards drove 
off. Max was left alone amid the wreckage. 


Wie Max pulled himself together, the plane carrying the tribe mem- 
bers flew on. It soared over ruined cities and deserted suburbs, and the 
children finally had a chance to see what was really outside Crack in 
the Earth. They were amazed. At last, they had come home. 

Many years later, they still gathered around a fire for the Tell. Only 
now they gathered on a crumbling skyscraper rooftop. 

‘This you knows,” Savannah always began. “I be the First Tracker 
and times past count | done the Tell. But this ain't one body's Tell. It's 
the Tell of us all 

Her voice would drift across the flickering firelight and a new gen- 
eration of children would listen in wonder. 

“| ‘members how luck led us here,” she would say, “and how we 


was heartful ‘cos we seen what there once was. One look and we knc 
we got it straight 
‘Time counts and keeps countin’ and we know —findin’ the 


trick of what's been and lost ain't no easy ride. But that's our track and 
we gotta follow it. 


‘Still and all, every nig so that we'll 'member who 
and where we came from. But most of all we ‘members the man 
who finded us. And we lights the beacons, but not just for him—for all 


of them that are still out there. . .. ‘Cos we knows there'll come a night 
when they sees the flickering light and they'll be coming home 


$6.95 


4 ALONE WARRIOR SEARCHING FOR His DESTINY_A TRBE OF LOST CHILDREN WAITING FOR A HERO. 
INA WORLD BATLING TO SURVIVE THEY MEET A WOMAN DETERMINED TO RULE < 


MEL GIBSON. 


pee 


sono TINA TURNER 


MENREDY KALER Promote 


w 


‘Wanderer Books 
Published by Simon & Schuster, Inc. 


0765-695 


